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should i>o ont toward the residential section
or

—

Without any argument the hum and glare of

the more central portion of the city drew him
nnresisting. More distraction in this direction.

Less chance to think.

He walked along for perhaps fifteen minutes
^—just walked. Presently' there loomed up in

front of him a rather impressive building. The
two small globes on either side of the wide
double-doored entrance revealed a well-worn
flight of limestone steps. The brass railings

Avere but the arms of the marble staircase vis

ible within, extending a welcome to all. Frank
needed no second invitation. In fact being a

member who appreciated the tremendous ad-

vantages to be gained from association every-

thing within him stood aside for the time be-

ing and let him drift in.

Depositing his hat and coat at the cloak

room he wandered over to the great lounging

room where half a dozen young men of his own
age were lolling about in easy chairs. As
Frank approached they instinctively turned

and greeted him variously.

"Well, how are things going, Frank?" in-

quired Jack Harlowe, the dominant character

in the group.

"0 they're just going." ;

"What's the matter, are you sick?"

"Yes, laid up in bed.

"

"Have a cigarette?"

The pack vs^as offered and Dick Mallon, about

to light up, extended the courtesy to Frank.

"Sit down, Frank, unless you're going to

.make a speech," said Jack.

Once firmly settled, and one of the crowd,

Frank felt right.

"I ran into Brent today, down town. He is

getting a lot of publicity these days. Steering

straight to fame and fortune. He doesn't

show up around here much. He's getting to

be quite a recluse." As Harlowe finished he

puffed away, and as he bent over to reach the

ash tray, the silence induced him to go on.

"When do you finish, Frank?"
"I am coming up before the State Board in

September."

"Quite a long way off. I guess you don't

have to worry a whole lot."

"I hear it's pretty stiff. Jack."
"Oh, tra-la-la. When Brent can pass it,

Avhat's the use of argument. I could pass it

myself. Some people like to make a big thing

out of nothing. They have the happy faculty

of persuading themselves that things are hard.

1 suppose the satisfaction of feeling they have

done something big is the bait. They would

be all right but they want every one else to

know it. They must crow.
"I think a lot of them should be publicity

agents. They can certainly work up the an-

ticipation of their neighbors."

"I guess you are right. Jack, but I suppose

the thought of going before the board makes a

fellow feel a little nervous. You kind of feel

they are more interested in finding out how
little you know."

"Say, what time is it?" interrupted Dick, as

he pulled out his watch.
"Ten minutes of eight. Johnson ought to

be here now."
"We're going to take in a shoAV tonight,

Frank. Are you with us?"
"We are going to see the 'Fool,' they say

its pretty good."
"No, I don't think I Avill bother. I don't

feel like going."
"Just as you say. We have the tickets and

you are welcome."
"No, I have some work at home tonight."

Just then Clem Johnson came into the room,

all dressed up. He had simply removed his

hat, knowing that it was time to leave for tlic

theatre,

"Right on time,. Clem. We were just look-

ing for you.

"

"Mother always told me to be prompt," re-

plied Clem.
"I suppose she combed your hair, too. It

looks very nice."

Harlowe arose as he spoke, and this Avas a

signal to all. They moved toward the door

and out into the corridor. Quickly secured

their hats and coats and without more ado

passed out onto the street.

Frank retraced his steps homeward, but took

a longer route. He wanted to think. He re-

membered the impression of Harlowe and saAV

a world of meaning in his words.

"Harlowe and the rest are convinced that

I am getting ready for nothing more than n

formality. Brent has worked his head off and

just got through. They can't see that. Tln'.v

think I have brains to spare, and therefore J

must simply walk through to glory, without

even trying."

The realization of how he must win out )!'

lose everything, broke in on him with great 'i'

force than ever.

"I can't afford to fall down. I must pass >t.

They are foolishl}^ convinced that it is easy.

and so there is only one thing to do. It's nt w

or never."
He quickened his pace and half regrett( d

the route he had chosen. Moments were gokh n


